wall, was a white robe and hood. A man in a white-
hooded robe was reading a scroll there.

"Would you very kindly ask him if he would see me?"
she asked,

"Go to him," the man said. "Everybody goes to him.,
unless he's praying."

He held the door for her; with a beating heart she
went forward slowly. She was not the innocent little
child who had won the prize for repeating children's
hymns from this man years before. She saw the saint sit
forward, and throw back his hood with a frail hand, so
that he might see her. She went forward a few steps,
then stood, to drop a curtsy; she remained standing,
with drooped eyes, as she had been taught in childhood.
The saint rose, searching her face, trying to remember
her. He saw that her simple, elegant black dress and
jewels were from Byzantium; they were those of a lady.
Yet the attitude was that of a girl from his Sunday
School in the Old Seventh Ward, which was not the
haunt of ladies. She prayed as she waited, that he would
tell her to coitie forward.

"Yes?" he said. "Do you wish to talk with me? Come
into the shade and sit here, then."

She looked up at him, then, and saw the familiar face
now much older, thinner and more beautiful than when
she had seen it last. It flashed into her mind that all
things had been burned out of him that so the divine
nature might be burned in. He had been reading a scroll
headed in red "The Sayings of Our Lord the Christ."
It was held partly open in his hand, so that her drooped
eyesT could read the title.

"Come, sit," the saint said, showing the stone bench
on which he had been sitting.

As she sat, she saw that they were not alone. Two